CHAPTER 49 


June 1, 2011 


“Hey, God. It’s me Justin. You remember that time | told you to go fuck yourself a 
few months back? I-I was just kidding, honest. Now can you please stop with the 
fucking stairs? That would be great, thanks.” 


Justin moaned as he walked his way up the stairs. The stairs had indeed gotten 
steeper, and he had no option but to walk, as opposed to crawling like he was. His 
hands were dripping with blood from the few occasions he had started to lose 
balance and had needed to sue the barbed wire-lined walls for support. He just 
hoped that he didn’t end up getting tetanus, though he no doubt probably infected 
his open wounds somehow. This place was the epitome of unsanitary; what with the 
rusty chains, dusty cement, and blood stained barbed wire and all. 


Justin stopped his climb for a moment, resting his skull against one of the steps, 
breathing heavily in and out. His legs felt like giant sacks of rock from all the waking 
he had done; and god knows he still wanted to vomit every twelve seconds. He 
knew he had to do this for all his friend’s sakes, but... It would be so much easier to 
just sit there and wait to embrace death’s cold embrace. Hell, if all his friends’ died, 
and he died, at least they’d see each other in the afterlife, right? He shook his head 
Slightly, snapping himself out of his self pity. Unacceptable; he wouldn’t let his 
friends suffer just because he was a lazy coward who couldn’t handle stairs. He 
puffed out some hot air slightly before starting to climb again. 


Jesus Christ, how many stairs could there possibly be in this place? Justin thought to 
himself as he continued to push in. A walk up to the top of the Empire State Building 
didn’t even take remotely as long as it was taking Justin to climb this stairwell. He 
had to wonder if climbing was even doing anything. | mean, after climbing stairs for 
over twenty four hours, he should have seemed to have made some resemblance of 
progress; but alas, no. Justin only hoped to god that he hadn’t missed a door 
somewhere along the way. He sighed slightly as he climbed up, using his hands to 
grip a few steps ahead of him, lest his legs give out unexpectedly. He tried to keep 
his mind off of the steps by whistling, but alas, it seemed he only could think of 
songs that involved stairs or the direction up, at this point. At least Spirit in the Sky 
was catchy as fuck, he thought; conveniently opting not to whistle Stairway to 
Heaven. 


December 9, 2009 


“Teddie, you in here?” Maya called out as she and Justin stepped through the 
television screen. We// of course he’s in here; he LIVES here. Justin thought to 
himself, rolling his eyes in the process. It took a few seconds, but they were 
eventually able to make out Teddie’s figure closing the distance between the two. It 
was generally pretty hard to see with all this fog, so they usually couldn’t make out 
Teddie until he was within close proximity of them. 


“Hey Maya! Oh, Justin-san is here too!” Teddie exclaimed, a wide grin on his face as 
he met up with the two at the entrance to the television world. Justin couldn’t help 
but pass a confused glance Maya’s way as Teddie called out to them. 


“San?” Justin spoke up, a puzzled look on his face. 


“Oh yeah, it’s supposed to be a Japanese honorific. He called me Maya-chan a few 
times too.” 


“Alright, that just leaves me with more questions.” Justin added, shaking his head 
Slightly, “One, why is Teddie using Japanese honorifics, and two, how the hell do 
you know what an honorific is?” 


“Well, | don’t know about that first one, but | was curious what the hell chan meant 
yesterday, so | checked it out in the computer lab at school this morning.” 


As would be expected from someone without a television, Maya didn’t have a 
computer either, so whenever she needed to look something up, she had to do it at 
the school’s crappy computer lab. The computer lab that still ran Windows 2000 
nine years later. Justin was a bit tech-savy, in a certain regard, so it always 
disappointed him to see the computer lab so far behind in technology. Maya didn’t 
seem to mind, though; maybe because she didn’t really have any standards as far 
as technology goes. After all, a shitty computer is better than no computer; even 
Justin would agree with that one. 


“So... what does it mean?” Justin questioned. He still wanted to know what ‘san’ 
meant, but he figured Maya probably wouldn’t know what it meant if she was only 
looking for the definition of ‘chan.’ 


“A cute girl.” Maya said, her face growing slightly red. 


“Wow, that’s really creepy.” Justin spoke up. Maya shook her head in agreement. 
She appreciated the compliment, but she wasn’t into bestiality. “Okay, so what 
about san?” 


“It’s a title of respect between equals.” 


“Well that’s a hell of a lot better than yours.” Justin joked. Maya was reluctant to 
disagree with him on that one. It sure as hell WAS better than having a giant... 
mascot... bear-thing hitting on you. Maya shrugged her shoulders before turning to 


Teddie, who seemed confused that they didn’t know what honrofics were, even 
more confused as to why Maya’s honorific seemed so offensive to the two of them. 
Maya didn’t think Teddie really understood the concept of cultural differences. 


“Hey Teddie. Everything’s where | left it yesterday, right?” she spoke up, crouching 
down to meet Teddie on eye-level. Teddie smiled before tipping his entire body 
forward slightly. He didn’t have a neck, so this was the closest he could do to a nod. 
Maya smiled in return before patting him on the head again. “Alright then, mind 
leading the way?” 


“I’m on it!” Teddie spoke up, giving an awkward salute. Justin groaned slightly, 
though Maya found herself giggling at the awkwardness of the motion. Teddie soon 
turned about to take the lead, Maya and Justin following a short distance behind 
him. Teddie had stubby legs, so it wasn’t like he walked all that fast; they had to put 
a bit of a window between them, lest they bump into him if he suddenly stopped. 


“Are you sure this is such a good idea, Maya?” 


“C’mon, you’ve been nagging me about this for the last two days. Enough already.” 
Maya spoke in an aside to Justin, slightly irritated by Justin’s constant objections to 
her plan. 


“| just don’t want anything to happen, you know?” 


“Pfft-- What’s the worst that could... happ...en...” Maya’s speech slowed to a crawl 
before she eventually stopped dead in her tracks. Justin was a bit confused himself, 
having walked slightly ahead of her, not noticing her slowing down. He shouted out 
to Teddie to stop for a moment before turning back to Maya, a look of concern on 
his face. She looked confused; attentive, but deep in thought. 


“You alright, Maya?” 


“Hang on to the glory at my right hand, here laid to rest is out love ever longed... | 
recognize that song now.” Maya spoke to herself, completely oblivious to Justin’s 
question. Justin raised an eyebrow in complete confusion. He recognized the lyrics 
too... Coheed and Cambria. But... What the hell made her start thinking about that 
song? 


“Maya...? What are you talking about?” 
“Y-You can’t hear that guitar?” 
“Not at all... Maya, are you sure you’re alright? You keep hearing that guitar...” 


Maya’s look of confusion soon subsided to anger. She seemed confused at first as to 
why she was the only one who could hear it, but when Justin had started to imply 
that she was crazy, that she was hearing things; she was more than a little pissed. 


“I’m not crazy, you asshole!” 


“Hey, calm down, I’m just making sure.” Justin’s gaze dropped into a slight glare of 
his own. Last time he ever asked her if she was alright, that’s for sure. Maya sighed 
slightly before pushing back on ahead, Teddie starting to pick up the pace again 
when he noticed Maya start walking again. It was quiet between all three of them 
until they reached their destination. A dumpster in an alleyway; a very familiar 
dumpster if Justin may say so himself. He had to wonder why Maya wanted to hide 
her stuff all the way out here. Wouldn’t it be easier to just leave it all near the 
entrance? Was it supposed to be a novelty thing, hiding it where Justin and her 
normally hung out? 


“Alright, let’s see...” Maya spoke to herself as she jumped up to the rim of the 
dumpster, digging around in it’s contents. “Two cartons. One... And two... Alright, 
do--“ Maya was about to jump off of the dumpster’s lid, cartons of cigarettes in hand 
when the whole thing started to tip over. Maya had barely managed to fall out of 
harms way as she went down with the dumpster. Justin immediately rushed over to 
help Maya up, Maya groaning in slight pain as she managed to get back on her two 
feet. She had managed to hit her back pretty hard, but nothing she couldn’t walk 
off. 


“Jesus, Maya, are you alright.” 


“It stings a bit, but I'll be fine... God, that did a number on my back, though.” She 
moaned, rubbing her fingers along her spine. Justin sighed in slight relief before 
turning his attention to the dumpster. He was surprised Maya had managed to tip 
the entire thing over. | mean, Justin didn’t think she weighed THAT much. Though 
looking at it now, it didn’t really look like a very sturdy dumpster in the first place, 
more like an oversized recycling bin. Maya seemed slightly concerned about the 
dumpster tipping over as well, though, more so because all of Kurt’s product was 
inside. “Goddammit, look at this mess now! You guys mind helping me shove this all 
back in?” 


“Huh? Y-yeah sure, | guess.” Justin spoke up. He saw no harm in cleaning up the 
mess, even if he didn’t approve of Maya’s... business, for lack of a better word. He 
and Teddie had started to make their way over to the dumpster, when an unfamiliar 
voice reached their ears. 


“Well, shit. Next time I’Il use a bigger dumpster.” 


Justin blinked twice in slight confusion before turning to Maya. She seemed just as 
confused as him, but he asked his question anyway. “What do you mean use a 
bigger dumpster?” 


“What? | didn’t say that.” 


“You definitely did.” 


“Now why the hell would | lie about that!” She shouted at him, her gaze dropping 
into a glare. 


“Aww how cute; the lovebirds are having a lover’s quarrel.” 


“What!” Maya suddenly smacked Justin across the face, hard too given the red hand 
print on his face afterwards. Justin’s jaw dropped down slightly before giving her a 
Slight shove back. He wasn’t going to smack her back or anything like that, but that 
was completely uncalled for. 


“Did you see my mouth move? No? Then how the fuck was that supposed to be 
me!” He shouted as Maya stumbled backwards. She only seemed to glare harder 
after he shoved her, though. 


“| don’t know, maybe you're a ventriloquist!” 


“Yeah, you caught me. I’m actually Jeff Dunham! Get the fuck real, Maya.” He 
shouted, throwing his hands to the side. Teddie watched on confused as to what 
they were arguing about. And why did they keep acting like they had no idea what 
they said. 


“Well if it’s not you, then who is it!” 


“Oh it’s him alright. And he is me.” Maya’s eyes widened slightly as she heard 
Justin’s voice echoing from right behind her. Justin was right in front of her, so then, 
why was she hearing him from behind. Justin backed up slightly when he saw two all 
too familiar figures standing behind Maya; something that certainly freaked Maya 
out a little more than she already had been. She slowly turned her head to look over 
her shoulder to be greeted by the sight of a golden-eyed Justin staring at her. 


“Boo.” 


Maya jumped away from the shadow, backing her way up to where Justin had been 
standing moments earlier. She had been mortified at first to see a second Justin, but 
then she laid eyes on a second figure approaching his side. Her eyes widened and 
her lips quivered as she identified the other figure as none other than herself; only 
instead of her natural green eyes, or hazel contacts, this other her had golden 
colored eyes, much like the second Justin. 


“What in the fuck?” Justin muttered as the shadows stood there, watching with a 
twisted smirk on their faces. 


“Th-Those are shadows!” Teddie stammered as he hid behind Maya’s legs. Justin 
would have preferred if Teddie hid behind him, but he wasn’t going to argue over 
something so irrelevant; especially when there were TWO of him at the moment. 


“Shadows? What in the fuck is a shadow?” 


“They're hidden feelings that humans have. They manifest themselves like this.” 
Teddie added on, shaking in fear behind Maya. Maya had started to breath heavily 
at this point; not that Justin could particularly blame her. | mean, they were looking 
at what appeared to be carbon copies of themselves, only... There was something 
not quite right about them. 


“Thank you, Teddie.” Justin’s shadow remarked sarcastically, shaking his head 
slightly from side to side. “I think they could have figured that much out on 
their own. Or could they? Who knows, that bitch over there always was a 
stupid fuck.” 


“Excuse me!?” Maya snapped slightly, giving Justin’s shadow a death glare. 


“H-How do you know my name?” Teddie questioned, still cowering in fear behind 
Maya. Justin’s shadow and Maya’s shadow exchanged a funny glance; as though 
they were confused by Teddie’s question. 


“H-He’s not serious, right?” Maya’s shadow said in an aside to Justin’s shadow. 
Justin shadow pressed his head into his palm; refusing to answer Teddie’s question. 
As far as he was concerned, that was the stupidest fucking question he had ever 
heard. 


“Wh-Why do they look like us?” 
“Because we are you.” Maya’s shadow smirked slightly. 


“Bullshit!” Maya shot back, a glare on her face. “You can’t be use. WE’RE us.” 
Maya’s shadow rolled her eyes for a brief moment. 


“Not for long...” Justin’s shadow smirked. 


“Wh-What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Maya questioned, starting to step 
back ever so slightly. A gesture that did not go unnoticed by her own shadow. 


“What’s wrong, sweetheart, afraid of yourself?” 
“Fuck. You. Stop pretending you’re me goddammit!” 


“Oh man, look it this fucking idiot. Teddie spelt it out for her, and she 
STILL doesn’t get it. Man, were you dropped on your head as a kid.” 


“Hey, fuck off.” Justin responded to his shadow’s remark. Whereas Maya had been 
stepping backwards in fear, Justin found himself stepping forward to get into his 
shadow’s face. He wasn’t gonna let whoever this poser was bad mouth his girl like 
that. 


“Oh, and her comes her boyfriend to save the day!” 


“lam not her boyfriend.” 


“Whatever you say, man. And for the record, she totally did jump into bed 
with you.” 


“What—How did you-“ 
“Because Il am you.” 


Justin glared at his shadow for a while, mere feet away from him at this point. He 
was getting really pissed at this point. Whoever this person was, he had enough of 
him parading around with Justin’s face, making a mockery of him, trying to pretend 
he was him. He didn’t know shit. Maya was still inching her way back from her 
shadow though. Justin had been so absorbed in the conflict with his shadow that he 
hadn’t heard a word between Maya and her shadow. 


“What the hell are you talking about?” Maya screamed, a slight tremble in her 
voice, as Justin turned towards the source of the sudden outburst. 


“But you know what the worst part of being poor is? Nobody loves an alley 
rat.” 


“That’s not true!” 


“Don’t you think there was a reason no one showed up on the Midnight 
Channel?” 


“Sh-Shut up!” 


“Maya, calm down, don’t give her the satisfaction!” Justin obviously at the time had 
no idea what would happen if she gave into her shadow’s advances, but all the 
same, he realized whoever these two were, they were getting some sick satisfaction 
out of seeing them squirm. The more she reacted like this, the more Maya’s shadow 
wouldn’t relent. Maya didn’t so much as hear him though. She had started to place 
the palms of her hands against the sides of her head, trying to block out the sound 
of her shadow’s voice. 


“It’s because you have no soulmate.There’s no prince charming out there 
waiting to sweep you off your feet. Nobody will ever love you. You’re 
going to die alone, a miserable little hermit.” 


“No... No, fuck that!” 


“What’s wrong? I thought I was just spewing bullshit? | mean, it’s not like 
I’m you or some- Oh wait, that’s right. | am.” 


“Fuck you! You’re not me!” 


Suddenly Maya’s shadow started laughing hysterically, a strange aura seeming to 
immerge from her as the words left Maya’s mouth. She was finding some sort of 


twisted satisfaction out of seeing Maya panic like this. The shadow took a few more 
steps towards Maya, her golden eyes seeming to glow intensely with each step. 
Maya tripped backwards, falling flat on her ass as the other Maya stood over her; a 
twisted grin on her face. 


“What was that last part? Want to run that by me again?” 
“You... Are not... Me!” 


“Showtime!” Justin’s shadow remarked, his lips twisting up into a disturbing smirk, 
waving both his hands in front of his face. Justin recognized the motion; he liked to 
call them jazz hands. 


“What the fuck is that supposed to mean.” 
“Just watch and learn kiddo!” 


Justin averted his gaze from his shadow to look back at Maya and her own shadow. 
Maya was crawling away backwards, her mouth trembling in fear as the figure in 
front of her bled a purple aura. It was like a purple fog of sorts enveloping her entire 
body, its form pulsating as it was submerged into whatever this thing was. Justin 
swaped his gaze back and forth between Maya’s shadow and his own before 
deciding, fuck it, and running over to help Maya up. She had a bit of trouble 
standing back up on her feet, but then, Justin did too when he saw Maya’s shadow 
transform 


It’s humanoid shape remained, though it seemed disfigured. Each of its limbs 
seemed to splinter off into metal counterpart’s, it’s feet curving up into twisted 
metal talons. It was wearing a ragged, dirty white robe as it lifted up into the sky; 
six twisted wings carrying it into the air. Its head was covered in a metal helmet, a 
single light in the dead center of it, several metal strips jarring out into the air like 
horns. And in its hand it held what appeared to be a spear. It was hard to tell, 
though it certainly had a sharp point at the top, and it certainly had a long staff like 
figure to it, despite the complex metal work. 


“lam a shadow. The true self.” It announced in a filtered machine voice, the 
light of its eye suddenly shining down on the two as it pointed the tip of its spear at 
them. “He may not love me, but that’s okay. Love hurts.” 


“R-Run!” Teddie suddenly shouted at Justin and Maya. The two were so shocked by 
the transformation in front of them that they had completely ignored the shadow 
aiming it’s spear right at them. Teddie’s voice soon snapped Justin back to reality, 
though, as he grabbed Maya’s wrist and pulled her in the opposite direction, making 
a mad dash out of the alley, Teddie trailing close behind. 


The shadow’s spear came crashing down just behind them as they dashed out of 
the alley, the ground cracking in on itself, a fissure of power erupting out in a wave 


from the point of impact; completely destroying the packages of cigarettes that had 
been laying about after the dumpster tipped over. Justin’s shadow smirked as 
Maya’s shadow took to the skies, jetting after the three as they ran for the 
television. 


“What in the fuck is that thing.” Justin shouted at Teddie as they ran, Maya’s wrist 
still clenched in his hand. She was having a hard-time keeping up, her legs still stiff 
with shock, so she had been constantly tripping as she tried to keep up with the 
two. Teddie shot him a slight angry glare as they ran. 


“| don’t know! You’re the ones that ticked it off!” 


The conversation didn’t last long as Maya’s shadow flew over head once again, 
attempting to jab her spear into the three again. It just barely missed Maya and 
Justin, though Justin’ was almost entirely positive that some of his hair had gotten 
ripped off by the jab. They turned the corner quickly making their way back out to 
the street. Justin and Maya had a clear shot at the television from here. Justin 
dodged from side to side to avoid the spear crashing down upon them, making his 
way but a mere dozen feet or so from the screen. At least until Maya’s shadow sped 
up, blocking of the way to the exit, her spear at the ready. 


“Shit!” Justin bit his lip, not so much as slowing down though. “Maya, I’ve got an 
idea, but it’s going to sting a bit.” 


“The hell does that mean!?” Maya screamed at him as he continued to drag her 
towards her shadow. 


The shadow was pulling back on the spear, ready to impale the two of them as they 
ran towards it. At least, that’s what the shadow had planned; for just a moment 
before the shadow thrust the spear forward, Justin had hit the ground, pulling Maya 
down with him. The fundamental difference, though, was that Justin had hit the 
ground on his knees, shifting into a powerslide underneath Maya’s floating shadow; 
Maya hit the ground on her side as Justin dragged her across the pavement. And he 
was right. It did sting. But it was irrelevant; Justin managed to dodge straight under 
the large creature before diving through the screen, Maya following shortly in toe. 


When they immerged on the other side, Justin hit his head against the pavement as 
he rolled back into the real world. Maya just sorta continued to skid against the 
pavement. Her jeans had ended up getting ripped slightly in the process, much to 
her disapproval. She only owned one pair, which meant she’d be walking around in 
the middle of Decemeber with ripped pants. Not exactly a great combination, and 
under normal conditions, she would give Justin shit for it, but... He may have very 
well just saved her life. The two puffed out air fora moment, laying on the ground 
trying to get the bearings back. 


“Oh sweet mother of fuck...” Justin finally choked up in between gasps for breath. 


“What the hell was that thing...” Justin starred at her for a brief moment. He wanted 
to say a lot of things to her right now. | told you so came to the top of his mind, 
several less than gentlemanly comments succeeding it, but instead he settled for a 
remark of concern. 


“You are not going back in there. Cut your losses with Kurt.” Maya’s eyes 
immediately widened as soon as the words left Justin’s mouth. 


“Shit! Kurt’s merchandise!” She looked as though she was going to try and jump 
back into the television when Justin grabbed her by the leg, holding her down as she 
scrambled to reach into the screen again. 


“Are you out of your goddamned mind!? You’re not going back in there!” 
“But, Kurt’s—“ 
“Cut. Your Loses.” 


Maya’s eyes started to tear up slightly, the television just out of reach of her hand, 
before she let her arm drop to the ground limp. She fucked up. She fucked up real 
bad. 


June 1, 2011 


“| wish | could say it all ended there...” Maya spoke up to Yosuke. 


Yosuke had been visiting Maya again that day. They had all started to work their 
way up the old apartment complex earlier that day. It was a strange building too. It 
was clearly an apartment building based on its structure, but the amount of chains 
and sharp objects spewed about... It looked almost like a death camp. And god 
knows no one was willing to risk taking the elevator; knowing Justin’s shadow, there 
was probably a bomb inside of it. 


Not to mention there were speakers everywhere screeching metal music in the 
atmosphere; not that Yosuke really minded. He wasn’t a big metal fan, but he’d be 
lying if he said it didn’t get him pumped up while he was fighting shadows. At least, 
it did until he realized the shadows seemed to be getting a strength boost from the 
guitar roaring through them. He had accidently broke one during one fight, only for 
the shadow to fall to its knees as the sound cut off, their power seeming to drain 
from them. From that point on, they made a note of destroying speakers wherever 
they found them. Which was a shame, because kicking ass to Cowboys from Hell 
was pretty awesome while it lasted. 


All the same, they only made it up a good five or six floors before they were too 
exhausted to continue. The look on Chie’s face when they practically had to pull her 
out of the building that day broke his heart a little. Yosuke had asked if anyone 
wanted to come with him to visit Maya, but Yu and Yukiko were too exhausted to 
make their way over, and Chie... Well Chie looked like she was going to breakdown 
at any second. It wasn’t really a good idea for her to be hearing any more about 
Justin’s escapades. So here was Yosuke, alone with Maya listening to her tell him 
about her experience with the Midnight Channel. The story seemed to take a lot out 
of her for some reason though, her eyelids seeming to drop slightly as the story 
went on. 


“But... If all of the cigarettes were in there, doesn’t that mean...” 


“They were all completely destroyed, and Kurt needed reimbursement. That’s 
where all our problems started.” Maya sighed slightly. “Fucking TV. | thought being 
able to go on the otherside was a blessing, but in reality it was a curse.” 


Yosuke paused for a moment, eyeing Maya as she sat in her hospital bed, eyeing 
the ceiling. She had been able to sit up now without feeling too much pain in her 
gut, but even then she still found herself staring up to the roof more often than not. 


“Yosuke, can | ask you something?” Maya finally spoke up breaking the silence, her 
eyes still focused on the ceiling tiles. 


“Huh? Sure.” 


“Have you ever loved someone who doesn’t love you back?” Maya choked up, her 
head rolling over to the side for her eyes to meet with Yosuke’s. Yosuke’s mouth 
opened with surprise, his eyes dropping to the floor. He paused for a moment, 
hesitating to answer her question. 


“Y-Yes actually. Her name was Saki-senpai. | liked her... Hell, | loved her, but it turns 
out she didn’t feel the same way about me. Actually, she out-right hated my guts.” 


Maya’s eyes averted contact with Yosuke in slight shame. She should have known 
better than to ask a question like that. 


“| don’t know if you know it already, but there have been a bunch of murders over 
here recently that we think are tied to the other world inside the television... Saki... 
Saki was the first to get thrown into the television... She didn’t make it.” 


Maya gasped slightly, her eyes darting back up to Yosuke as the implications hit her 
ears. She felt like a royal bitch for even bringing the topic up now. 


“Y-Yosuke... I’m so sorry...” 


“It’s alright; it’s not your fault...” Yosuke sighed for a moment, his eyes only lifting 
to meet Maya’s after a good minute of self-contemplation. He shook his head ever 


so slightly, wiping the thought from his mind. He knew Saki wouldn’t want him to 
waste his days mourning her like this. “What about you? Have you ever loved 
someone that didn’t return the sentiment?” 


“W-Well... I-I...” 


“It’s Justin, isn’t it?” Yosuke choked up. Maya sighed slightly before giving the 
slightest nod of her head. 


“He was the only one who didn’t look at me as that poor girl. The only one who 
actually looked at me for who | was a person, not what | had. But | know he didn’t 
like me like that.” Maya sighed slightly. 


“| take it you’re not a fan of Chie, then.” 


“| don’t really know her.” Maya shrugged slightly from where she was laying. “I 
know she has one hell of a slap though.” 


“You should see how hard she kicks.” 


“I'll take your word for it.” Maya chuckled slightly, before starring back up at the 
ceiling. She sighed, though she was still smiling all the same. “You know that old 
expression? If you love something you must set it free? | know he doesn’t love me... 
I’d rather he be happy with whoever it is he falls for. So long as he’s happy, I'll be 


happy.” 


Yosuke was surprised to see her mouth not so much as twitch into a half-smile. She 
had been grinning the entire time; as though she was perfectly content with her 
answer. Yosuke smiled at her. Loving someone so much, you’d willingly give them 
up just so they’d be happy... Yosuke wasn’t sure he’d ever be able to do that with 
Saki. He leaned forward a bit, placing his hand on her shoulder, her eyes 
immediately darting to the point of contact. 


“Don’t worry. I’m sure there'll be someone out there for you.” Maya chuckled 
Slightly. 


“Don’t be ridiculous. No one would ever fall for a slumdog like me...” 


“Th-That’s not true. I’m sure there are tons of people out there who can look past 
that to see the real you.” 


“You think so?” 
“| have, haven’t 1?” 


Maya blushed ever so slightly. She knew damn well that’s not what Yosuke meant 
by that, but she was flattered all the same. She turned her head back around to 
face towards the ceiling, her cheeks red, a wide green on her face. 


“| suppose you have.” 


